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TEXT: LUKE 19:5 "And when Jesus came to the place, he looked up and said to
him, ^Zacchaeus, make haste and come down; for I must stay at your house

today."'

It would not surprise me very much if some of you had not already guessed
that my sermon this morning would be dealing with the story of Zacchaeus. When
you saw my sermon title, "The Man in the Tree", perhaps you remembered that
old song, often sung in Sunday School or Vacation Bible Classes: "Zacchaeus was
a wee little man, a wee little man was he. And he climbed up into a Sycamore tree
for the Lord he wanted to see."

At any rate, if you guessed that I would be talking about Zacchaeus, you
were right —or at least partly so. Zacchaeus was certainly one man in a tree. But
he was not the only one. In many ways, Zacchaeus is all of us. And this is a story
about us all. Male or female, young or old, rich or poor, sooner or later we are all
"The Man in the Tree."

Some of you may be familiar with Rabbi Harold Kushner's latest book,
When All You've Ever Wanted Isn't Enough. That title describes Zacchaeus to a
T. What he wanted was to be rich, very rich. We know that because, in Jesus' day,
no one ever became a tax collector for any other reason. In spite of all their money
and power, they were despised as traitors who worked for the hated Romans.
They had no friends -except for other outcasts like themselves. No decent person
would come near them.

Zacchaeus wanted to get rich and he had succeeded. Luke tells us he was
rich, and everything we know about him tells us that he was very rich -and
powerful, too. Jericho was a wealthy town. It had a great palm forest and world-
renowned balsam groves which perfumed the air for miles around. It
commanded both the road to Jerusalem and the river crossings that gave access
to the lands east of the Jordan. All this combined to make Jericho one of the
greatest centers of taxation in Palestine. The man who was chief tax collector
there would have been rich indeed.

No doubt Zacchaeus could afford anything his heart desired. Any thing.
But he had finally discovered that things were not enough. Sooner or later, even
the most exotic things lose their appeal. Then we learn that what we really want
is people. People to care about. People who care about us.






